The Random Jottings of Donald Jay in Nelson in Pendle Lancashire 


In the hills above Burnley town, Where ancient battles once went down, The River Brun flowed 
red with blood, As warriors fought and fell in mud. 

The Great Battle, a tale oft told, Of men who fought with hearts so bold, Their swords clashed 
loud, their armor shone, As they fought for glory, land and home. 

Some say the battle's site was found, In Hurstwood and Worsthorne's moorland ground, Where 
the River Brun begins to flow, On the brown banks of this land they know. 

On Knaves Hill, a mound does stand, Where warriors sleep in foreign land, Beneath Walton 
Spire, a marker stone, A mystery lies, still unknown. 

In Saxon times, Shelfield Hill, Was where the brave did fight until, Their lives were lost in 
battle fierce, Their legacy, a tale to pierce. 

Local folklore, myths and tales, Of farmers ploughing ancient mails, Of weaponry found in 
fields of old, Stories and legends, truth untold. 

And yet, the spirit of those who fell, Lingers on, in this land so well, Their bravery and sacrifice, 
An echo of a time so nice. 

So let us remember, those who fought, And with their lives, this land did wrought, For they are 
the ones, who shaped our fate, In this place we call Burnley, our home and state. 


By Donald Jay 


